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	PMD: Free Rescue

_**AN: Hello everyone, and welcome to PMD: Free Rescue. I got the urge to write a story about the Pokemon Mystery Dungeon Games after I found my old Red Rescue Team cartridge and started it up.  
>While this story is based on the mystery dungeon games, it will not have any characters from the game, and the plot and locations will be entirely different from anything in the games. Be warned, this story will have strong language, mature themes, and explicit violence. If any of that bothers you, I suggest you don't read this story. Other than that, enjoy the read!<strong>_

**_Oh and if you have a question about any of the slang that will be used in the story, just send me a PM. Hell, you can PM for whatever if you want. I will also be accepting OCs to be featured later in the story._**

* * *

><p><span><em><strong>Introduction<strong>_

Long ago in times forgotten, pokemon lived carefree but wild lives. There were no formal laws, all semblance of rule was relative to the individual tribes that dotted the vast lands. There were skirmishes and disagreements, but for the most part there was peace. However, some pokemon longed for more. They believed there was something more to their day to day existence. They needed something to drive them to do monumental things. They broke away from their tribal deities and sought faith in one true god. A god that was more than just a symbolic interpretation of natural forces and cultural customs. This supreme god would embody the characteristics of the ideal self that every pokemon should strive to be, and in turn would reflect on the society that they would one day create. Soon many followers flocked to this new way of thinking, and the religon flourished. Some broke away to form their own versions of the original idea, and in the worst cases the followers of these differing ideas would clash in bloody, destructive wars. There were dark days, but soon the fighting would stop, and peaceful civilization would rise from the ashes of barbarism.

Great cities and towns were built from the ground up, and an age of (mostly) peace came to the lands. Pokemon lived safe, prosperous lives (despite being at the expense of the tribals who didn't conform to the new ideas) and survival was a given rather than a worry. However, nothing good lasts forever. The resources needed to sustain the great cities began to dwindle, and conflict between fellow pokemon resurfaced. Neighborhoods declined and buildings went into disrepair. Emergency services went when the "great" pokemon made economy faltered, leaving towns susceptible to external attacks by tribals and internal strife by the street gangs. Urban decay became the norm, and luxuries that once were available to all were now only available to a select few.

However, with the decline brought new opportunities to those that could recognize and take it. Exploration teams scoured the abandoned remnants of lost cities, and Thieve Guilds lurked the dark corners ready to strike upon the unsuspecting. Tribals and street gangs grew in numbers to gain the upper hand in collecting resources. Of course, even these groups get into trouble, just like the citizens they exploited, which led to the creation of rescue teams. In the early days, they were comprised of well meaning citizens looking out for their fellow pokemon, but time corrupts. The rescue teams faltered without resources, and the only way to acquire this was money. Rescue services were no longer free and now only available to those that could afford it.

Who would care for the regular folk? The one's that were the most affected by the many lurking dangers of this dying land. This is the story of the first team in many long years that sought to help others not for monetary gain, but out of the kindness of their hearts.

* * *

><p><span><strong><em>Get Money<em>**

MacArthur Square; a district that was home to the most problems throughout the land if you paid a close ear to its citizens, yet housed a population that came face to face with danger as much times as a slob punched in for work. It was quite an odd situation to those looking into the district with foreign eyes. Some would even speak up and call the pampered citizens out on their bull-Uh, bullcrap. Unfortunately, those voices were easily drowned out by the ongoing complaints and whining. No matter the argument, no matter the reason, the self loathing never stopped.

Of course this arrangement was beneficial to some; The vendors of the anti-depressant blue gummi were quite well off to say the least, and the fear mongering leaders were quick to prey upon the citizen's sadness and fears. You see, there were no love or sympathy in this place, and especially no friends. Only those that were a means to an end.

Even the wild outer badlands found a worthy rival in this district's dog eat dog (or rather a pokemon eat pokemon) mentality. Even the ones who participated in services that should value altruism above all else were corrupted by the brutal rule of survival of the fittest. In fact, an example of such behavior is occurring at this very moment. Past the kept, palm lined roads in a beautifully maintained and decorated building made of stone. It nestled comfortably between the two other, larger buildings of stone, the midget of the group. Yet, this building was far more revered than its generic counterparts that sat to its sides. You see, this was the headquarters for the famous Team Pay-Up rescue team.

Team Pay-Up was widely known for their exploits. Be it protecting the districts from tribal attacks to saving the mayor's daughter, Team Pay-Up had a stellar reputation throughout the "civilized" lands. Too bad not many knew that the there was only way one could get the team to answer their desperate pleas for help. That way was through a payment of cold hard cash. It was a truth that was absent in most pokemon's heads, and unfortunately for a distraught single mother Ledian, this fact was unknown to her as well.

* * *

><p>"...So that's the situation," the young Ledian mother said with a soft but desperate voice. "Please, I implore you, please find my son. He's all I have, and I have no one to turn to."<p>

Hearing the young mother's voice would strike a cord in anyone's heart, but the person she was pleading with was as cold and dark as the room they sat in. He leaned back in his chair and brought his fiery tail to his face, illuminating his draconian features.

"I see...That's quite a sob story. You know, you should be a drama writer," the indifferent pokemon said with a smirk. "Hold up, I think I have an editor you can contact if you ever want to go public with your writings. I'm telling you, you can make millions with material like that."

"So you're not going to help me?!" the Ledian gasped with an expression of utter shock.

"Why should I?" the fire type growled. "You come at me with this job and think that a few tears is going to somehow magically make me go do it? It's a job, and a job means I need to get compensated...greatly. I mean, what about me? How will I pay my bills or buy my food, huh? Selfish bitch, never thought of that did you."

"Oh please, I am so sorry," the Ledian replied with tears in her eyes. "I have no money. All I my money is tied up in paying off the house and feeding my child, my poor child who's been kidnapped. I have nothing to offer you but my sorrow. Please, I come to you as a fellow-"

"Oh shut up," the fire type interrupted. "Pay me, blow me, or get out of my sight. Those are your options."

"Pay or...Oh my," the Ledian repeated as her cheeks grew a red tint. She looked towards the smirking Charizard looming before her. Half shaded in darkness, he was as menacing as his offer. What choice did she have? She had already hit rock bottom, what was a few more inches going to do to her?

"O-Okay. I'll do it...For my son."

The Charizard smiled upon hearing this. He took delight in her broken will, so much so that he burst out laughing.

"Wow, you would actually do that! That's good to know, hehe. Don't worry yourself, I don't want that. I just wanted a good laugh, whore," the Charizard said as he calmed himself. "Anyway, no, if you don't have the money then you need to leave this building. This team looks down on handouts."

The Ledian did not answer. Her mouth was agape, unable to process the utter cruelty thrown at her from a fellow pokemon. Without words, she got off the chair she sat upon and slowly hovered out of the room in defeat, leaving a chuckling Charizard to continue on with his day.

* * *

><p><strong><span><em>Keep Your Head Up<em>**

Just a few miles south of MacArthur square was another district. This district lacked some of the grandeur of MacArthur Square, oh hell, it lacked any semblance of grandeur. It was a border district, right on the edge of the lawless badlands where the tribals resided. Being a haven for the poverty stricken, little to no attention was placed on the district by the ruling order, leaving it to decay. Coupled with attacks by tribals, and crime by warring gangs, the district just barely passed as hospitable or even functional.

This district was none other than Lingewood. This district was once a suburban sprawl with various infrastructure and industrial centers dotting the area. Now they were in disuse, their only value being to the the local gangs who used them as places to conduct their criminal activity and other things of that nature. The same was true for large portions of the residential areas. Few good citizens still lived in these areas, for most of the streets were taken over by the gangs. The select few that stilled lived on those streets had to endure the realities of living amidst gang warfare and crime 24/7. Other areas, while still dangerous, were safer than the no-go zones. These areas had either little to no gang influences, and the little that did had gangs that acted more as a protective militia than a criminal element (although they still participated in criminal activities).

It is here where our story begins. It starts with a evening stroll underneath the waving palms and a purple hued sunset.

Tyson the Treecko, or Little Ty as many locals called him, walked the unkept streets as he made his way home from work. The job in question was a modest one: He made a Lingewood delicacy known as gruel, a mashup of Oran and Chesto berries baked into a sort of bread. It didn't pay much, but the job was as honest as it gets in a place like Lingewood.

However at this moment all he wanted to do was get home and get a good night's rest. Throughout the day he had a terrible headache, and the damn pink gummi who he bought from a Burrow Road gang member wasn't doing anything to alleviate his pain.

"I should've known, another damn scam. Bastards played my like a fool."

As you can guess, Tyson had been tricked into buying cheap crap like this before. He couldn't help it though, for he always gave folks the benefit of the doubt. It was an honorable trait, but one that got you screwed over in Lingewood. Nevertheless, he would continue this way of thinking. There had to be good in pokemon, right? It is what the almighty Arceus had written in his book. Sooner or later, his faith and optimism would be rewarded (at least that's what he told himself).

Tyson was almost home now. He could tell since the old church that rested on the corner of his street was in full view. It was a dilapidated old structure with rotting wood, dead grass, and a broken statue of Arceus in the courtyard. Nevertheless, he loved the church. He went there every Sunday for most of his life, and its sight was welcome for the aforementioned reason above.

Today however, the sight of the church was also a relief because wrapped under his arm was a single loaf of warm gruel, and he didn't want to let it get cold. It wasn't for him mind you, but for the downtrodden needy that flocked to the church in the evening. It wasn't much, but it was all he could spare.

Soon Tyson reached the corner and saw a small group of pokemon begin to gather around the gate of the church. As he approached, the doors to the church opened and out stepped, or floated to be exact, a large conical figure colored mostly dark. This was none other than Mama Michelle, the priestess of the church.

Using Psychic, Mama Michelle dragged two boxes behind her in an almost translucent blob of mental energy. The sight of the boxes brought confined excitement to the crowd, identified by joyful whispers and anticipating eyes.

"Alright my children, tonight the good lord has blessed us with boxes of Durin berries," Mama Michelle said in a motherly voice. "His willpower worked through generous donators, who wish to remain anonymous, and gifted us with this bountiful feast. No matter, for we shall give thanks to them and Arceus for looking into their hearts and seeing the light. Let us say grace, children."

The gathered pokemon all closed their eyes and began to chant with Mama Michelle. Tyson himself stopped what he was doing to join in the chant as well.

"Bless us, Oh Arceus, and these, thy gifts, which we are about to receive from Thy bounty. Through Arceus, our Lord. Amen."

"Amen," Tyson repeated as Mama Michelle broke the boxes in half with her psychic powers to use them as tables for the berries.

"Now I know that these berries aren't the tastiest, Arceus knows I have taste buds that absolutely despises them," Mama Michelle chuckled as she started to coordinate the pokemon. "They were given to us with love so we must cherish them."

As the pokemon lined up in single file to get their meal, Tyson started up toward the gate, causing a few of the pokemon to frown.

"Hey, no cutting!" a displeased looking Flareon growled.

"Yeah, we all hungry he'yah. What makes you so special to cut to the front?" a Kricketune added.

"Hold on now children. Let us not fight in front of the house of the lord," Mama Michelle said in a calm voice as she looked upon Tyson. "Young Tyson, may I ask why you are cutting in front of all these folks?"

"Oh no Mama, I'm not cutting," Tyson said as he presented his gruel to the priestess. "I'm not here fo the food. I'm here to donate this here gruel. I had one left over from the bakery and thought I'd do my part to share Arceus's bounty."

Mama Michelle smiled at Tyson, using Psychic to lift the gruel from Tyson's hand and break it apart for the group.

"Thank you for your generosity young Tyson. I, and the rest of the flock, are so sorry to have judged you so quickly. This gruel will definitely be a big help to feeding these kind folk."

"No need to apologize Mama, I should've said what's I was coming fo before I went through the line," Tyson replied.

"You are a kind soul young Tyson," Mama Michelle said warmly as she continued to hand out the food. "Are you sure you don't want to stay? I sure could use help in handing out the food."

"I'd love to Mama, but I got a pounding head, naw," Tyson said as he held onto his head. "Been poundin somethin' fierce the whole day. I took some...medicine, a while ago, but I think a good rest'll do me best."

"I understand child," Mama Michelle nodded. "You get a good rest young Tyson. Keep Arceus close in your heart."

"Will do Mama," Tyson replied as he continued on his way. He breathed a sigh of relief as he walked. He wasn't sure if Mama Michelle would ask him about the medicine. He had already confided to her about taking less than legal substances in the past. He had been clean for months, but today the headache was so fierce, and the gang member he bought it from was an old childhood friend who he thought would be reliable (but he wasn't), he didn't think it would be too big of a risk to take just a little. Sadly, it was just a waste of money, and a breach in his integrity. That probably made the headache worse.

_"Shouldn't have taken that, what was I thinking?"_ Tyson thought to himself. _"Next time I should just leave early. No damn gummis for me no 'mo. Gotta keep a cool head. Keep yo'self disciplined Tyson, discipline is the key."_

"Hey, yo Lil' Ty!"

Tyson looked to the side as the voice broke him away from his thoughts.

"Wassup muthafucka."

_"Aw shit."_

"Shit muthafuckas, why you fuckin' with me?" Tyson grumbled as he stared at the source of the voices. Before him was a small group of gang members from the Local Sleaze Crew gang. The members included B-Drop the Drowzee, Shorty the Parasect, Ease Loc the Luxio, and Dopeman the Quagsire. While the gang did not usually physically harm the locals, they did like to pester and menace them.

"What you mean?" B-Drop said, feigning ignorance and shrugging his shoulders. "Nobody fuckin' with you here."

"Naw, this fool just paranoid is all," Shorty replied. "Thinkin' we waste our time on his mark ass."

"You just like starting shit don't cha," Ease Loc scoffed at Tyson. "Fool comin' at us wit those scarppin' words. Know what I got to say, Lil' Ty? Fuck you, that's what, punk. Fool, what kind of real man be baking and shit? That's some bitch shit homeboy, are you a faggot? Shit, I don't know whether to whoop yo ass, or fuck you, know what I'm sayin?"

Tyson shook his head and chuckled. "You know, I was having that same dilemma with yo mama last night. I mean, the bitch gave birth to you, but she got a fine ass too. Anyway, I just said fuck it and did both."

"Oh shit!" Dopeman cried as the other gang members started to laugh. "That shit was savage!"

"You best check up on yo mom, Loc!"

"Man, fuck you," Ease Loc said in defeat as he lowered his head.

"Haha, that's right," Tyson chuckled as he passed the gang members and continued towards his home.

Soon he was there, standing at the front gate. It was bent and rusted, barely standing. The house didn't fare better either. It was a single story dome that once belonged to his late aunt. The windows were barred and covered with drying vines (the vines were put there purposely to climb on), and the paint was faded and chipping. A few shrubs lined the exterior of the house, even though most were dying, while a short palm tree towered above in the front lawn. Tyson loved to climb it and harvest the dates that grew on it. Overall, the home gave off a sense of emptiness. It looked abandoned, a former grass type's home that had become too overgrown and wild for even the occupants to enjoy. He used to keep it maintained, but as the economy worsened and money became hard to come by, the house slowly began to decay.

Tyson liked to close his eyes and picture it in his prime, which was in his early days when his aunt took care of him. He remembered climbing all over the house, trying to avoid his aunt in a grand game of tag. She would always catch up to him, but crawling around the house and playing with his loving aunt was what he really enjoyed.

She was gone now though, and the memories themselves faded as he grew older, just like the house.

Tyson sighed, and opened the creaking gate. He made his way up the cracked pathway to the front door, or what should've been the front door. Since this was a home built by and for Treeckos, Grovyles, and Sceptiles, there was a small hole for the reptilian like pokemon to crawl through (something this evolution line liked to do for some reason).

Once inside, Tyson's head began to throb even more. He groaned, placing his hand onto his head as he walked over toward the back wall.

There set next to the wall was a small nest of foliage that he used as a bed. The base was made from the palm leaves that fell from atop the palm tree, while the "matress" was made from dry shrubs. He laid onto it, immediately feeling his tired body loosen up and relax. Even the throbbing in his head lessened.

Once he got comfortable, he looked toward the ceiling and let his mind talk. His thoughts drifted to various things from his job to pretty girls he had seen during the day, Arceus, and even as to when he would evolve into a Grovyle. However, the thing that he pondered the most about was life.

He had read the Scripture of Arceus from cover to cover. He knew that to get into the gated kingdom, he had to live a simple life and show love to friends and enemies alike. To learn from mistakes, and try not to make them again. He had done all of this for years. He stayed on the righteous path and did his best in whatever was asked of him, yet throughout his life he never felt Arceus in his heart. He remembered Mama Michelle talking about how feeling Arceus in his heart was like that warm feeling you got in your heart when you read a happy ending to a story, or volunteered to help others, yet that warmth never came. Hell, he felt more love from a well baked gruel loaf than Arceus's embrace.

With Arceus's absence came a feeling of unfulfillment in his life. Everyday was the same thing; Wake up, work, come home, sleep, with the only exception being on Sunday when the order was Wake up, go to church, work, come home, and then sleep.

He lived the simple, righteous life, but it was like Arceus had forgotten him. All his sacrifices and he was never rewarded. No love, no companionship, no fun, nothing. All he had was his dreams and his prayers.

"I don't know if I've done anything wrong O' great Arceus. I do the best that I can, but why do I feel this way? Is this a punishment, a test? I tell ya, it's hard to keep faith when you're not getting answered. I'm really tryin' Arceus, I really am, but the longer I go ignored, the more I'm feelin' like there's no point to it all. Please, just please lord will you give me an answer tonight. Maybe just a lil' whisper in the ear while I rest my eyes'll do. Just please lord, please don't forget me again."

Tyson then sighed and closed his eyes. He waited for Arceus to answer him, but there was only silence that accompanied him as he fell asleep.

...

* * *

><p><strong><em>I know there wasn't action in this chapter, but it was the intro. I wanted to use it to introduce the world and set the mood for this story. There will be action in coming chapters though.<em>**

**_Anyway, thank you for reading. Leave a review if you want, but I really just hope you enjoyed this chapter. _**  
><strong><em>Goodbye for now!<em>**


End file.
